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.Mild the moon was heamino^ 
O’er the waters’ swell, 
Gleaming with rich lustre 
As it rose and fell; 

E’en like ^litterin^ rubies, 

In the sun’s bright ra^, 
Spaikled the dee]) waters 
Jn their midnight play. 
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Heavenly sounds seraphic 
On my hearing stole 
Tones enchanting thrilling 
E’en my very soul! 
iSeemingly 1 floated 
With the music there, 
As the notes were wafted 
tSvNeetly' on the air. 


Faintly o’er the water. 

Even to the land, 

Came these songs like music 
Of an angel band; 

Their low voices chanting 
In their heavenly sphere, 
Horne upon the zephyrs 
Fell upon mine ear. 


There I stood enraptured 
At that solemn hour. 

Hound by this enchanting 
Most mysterious power; 

Then methought I wandered 
In the realms above 

With these minstrel angels- 

Singing hymns of love. 




Often there I’ve wandered, 

In the stilly night. 

When the moon was beaming 
Her refulgent light; 

Still the dashing waters 
Sounded near the shore, 
Hut this heavenly music. 
Heard I never more. 



















































